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eer ee 
INFANT PRODIGIES AT WHITBY. 


‘* Now that Poor Pa is slowly but surely degenerating into a very ordinary sort of individual, it is satisfactory tv learn that at least two members of the 
Sloperian Family show signs of budding genius. The Twins, I am given to understand, are possessed of wonderful musical powers—though the curious part of it 
is Dad has only just discovered the fact. It is questionable, thouyh, whether Whitbyites quite appreciate their talent. In spite of Pa's eloquent appeal the other 
morning, the whole collection only amounted to three farthings, a winkle shell, and two bruss buttons.””—Tvorsiz. 


POPULAR DELUSIONS.—(No. 2.) A MAN WITH A SONG. 


eae 


») hUNON A crime, much talked of at the time, was the murder of 
WOR ICES Mr. Delarue, by Thomas Henry Hocker, who was hanged at 

Newgate on April 28th, 1845. 
One night cries of “ Murder!” brought a policeman and 


2? PAUPERS onty] \ 
Se sly 
eH f rome passers-by toa lonely spot near a dead wall beyoud 
a 


Wy . ¥ \\ ae Selsize Hall, Hampstead, but tou Late to render substantial 
“Daa : ‘A aid. The body of the murdered man, when they reached it, 
was still warm and bleeding, and whilst they stood round 
shuddering at the horrible sight a man strolled up singing 
asong. Me was the murderer, 

They had no idea of this, though. at the time. Te entered 
into conversation with the policeman. and asked a number 
of questions, He then remarked. * 1ts a nasty job and, 
tuking hold of the dead mia’ tel Chaat Gt nccde hin 
feel queer, A stretcher had t sent for. ame he awaited 
its arrival, standing by the side of the corpse. and then 
followed with the rest as far as Belsize Lane. Here he left 
them, bat not before he had begeed for a licht from a 
lantern for his cigar, There might have been something 
strange about this cool and collected individual thet 
specially attracted the attention of those en: 
dismal office of removing the dead: anyhow, as he stood 
with the light falling upon his face all the Tittle party took 
adons. hard stare at it. and remembered it afterwards. 


fs {the eartiest aml not striking apophthegms imprinte| on the youthful Awl vet, when ringing the workhouse bell cafter pursning that poliey tora life. as A 
1 Sht ivevery school, and dinned into the ear on every avaiable occasion, tiie to note Jones. the financial maznate, whose reputation is worse than shuly, There is, fortunately, something, desperately foolhardy 
we which declares * Houesty is the best policy.” lighting @ seven-aud-sixpeuny cigar— Well ! it seems almust as if — ! about the conduct of criminals, and, in course Of time, it 
a 
os 
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was discovered that the murdered man had a friend named Hocker, 
a Indies’ shoemaker by trade, and that this man was actuuly the 
same as the one whose face had been seen by the carriers of the 
corpse, and who yet had shown no sign of recognition, A witness 
also deposed to having seen Hocker, shortly after the cries of 
murder were heard, running from the spot towards London, In 
Belsize Lane it had been noticed that the man with a cigar wore a 
mackintosh, On the same night a woman, whom Hocker called 
on, stated that he wore a mackintosh, that his under coat was much 
torn, that there was a stain of blood on his shirt-cull, and that: he 
Was in possession, for the first time in her knowledse., of a watei. 
Hocker, Later on, told his brother that Delarue had siven him this 
watch on the morning of the day on whieh the unfortunate 
gentleman was murdered. This watch was identified as Delarue’s 
property. 

The day after the murder the police, making a careful search of the 
scene of the crime, picked up a coat button, which subsequently 
greatly assisted in the identification of the guilty party. Hocker 
was arrested not long afterwards, and a search being made at his 
lodgings, there were there found several garments saturated with 
blood, a coat among them being much torn and stained, with three 
buttons missing, one of those left corresponding with that picked 
up at Hampstead, 

On the body of the murdered man was found a letter sealed with 
a wafer marked “F.,” and several wafers of the same kind were 
found in the possession of the accused. In his defence Hocker 
tried to vilify the character of Delarue as the betrayer of an 
innocent young girl to whom he, Hocker, was fondly attached. 
When the truth was known her brother panted for revenge. 
Hocker, whose skill in counterfeiting handwriting was well known, 
was asked to fabricate a letter, making an assignation with Delarue 
in a lonely part of Hampsterd. Hocker and the brother went to 
the spot, where the former left him to meet the betrayer alone, 
Soon afterwards Hockee heard cries of “* Murder!” and proceeding 
to where they came from, found Delarue dead. On this Hocker 
was so overcome, feeling that he was the principal cause of the 
tragedy, that he rushed to a slaughter-house in Hampstead and 
purposely stained his clothes with blood, Such a wild. story 
naturally did not gu down with either judge or jury, and he was 
found guilty. 

In Newgate he spent his time in making several pretended 
confessions and revelations, which were proved to be absolutely 
false. As the fatal hour drew near his courage forsook him, and 
he was almost insensible when taken out of his cell for execution. 

Restoratives were applied, but he was in a fainting condition 
when tied up.and had to be supported by the assistant executioner, 
while Caleraft adjusted the nouse. 

e ° 


* . e e 
THE BIGG FITE. 

Round or rounds (qy.). most off us bein awai att adjaixent pubbs 
an sum avin forgott anythink wos goin on we ar in douts ass to the 
konkerin ero butt laitist advises refer to the refere ass a kroker an 
the pressman bein admitted to the ome for ink kurables, 

(Newt aceek,* Chicks.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped cneelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thanks for letter, ARTHUR WILMOT; It's a very fine idea, 
Only juat a firer, KAFFIR; You have nothing else to fear, Try 
what you cando, A LADDIF, Much reapeeted, MULLINGAR, That's 
another matter, CELTIiC— Very probably there are, Sorry, VAL. 
your sketches are not Just at preacnt any uar, Nature stands 
appalled, A. SKIPPER, When the Ancient’s on the loose, Wretched 
tmitation, JAFFA. Nothing could be more absrrd, ALLY, as you 
found, Miss BAKER, Veer broke his giecn word, 

— 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will he paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, er Girl 

(Railway Servants on duty cacepted J, whe shall happen to meet 
with hie or her death ina Lailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are trarelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of © ALLY SLOPER'S ITALF- 
HOLiDay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HouIDay” is published throughout. the 
United Aingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


eas 
Orerheard at the Wholesale Clothing Factory. 

First Tailor, John Smith's otf again. Can't take any work, he 
says, ‘cos his wife's got the typhoid fever. 

Sceond Tailor, "Pon my word, it’s sickenin’, some folks is always 
a-takin’ holerdays! Why. look at me, my gal’s got the scarlet 
fever, and 1 has one boy down with measles, and the baby's got 
the smallpox, but you don't find me stayin’ away. Not much! 

2 * 


Master. Mary, have you seen anything of my knickerhockers ? 
Narey. Please, sir, ves, sir; missus told me to tell you, if you 
osked for them, as how she'd gone fora ride in them on her new 
bicycle, * 
* 


L&T ports sing the old refrain 
About the patter of the rain; 
The conmon folks will ne'er forget 
That rain is nasty, mean and wet. 
sf 
+ 
Hearty. Wullo, old chap! this is late for you, isn't it?) Where 
have you been? 
Hometied, Smoking concert, old man, 
Hearty. Going back? 
Hometied, Yes; Vin off toa lecture now, 
[And with thoughts of Mrs. 1, reception he hurried away. 


Mr, Kuthny. 1am going down to Cousin Joe's to-morrow fora 
day's partridge shooting. 

Wife of hia boaom, all right, dear. ITope you'll have n nice day ; 
but, Sam, dou try and shoot them a little less high this year. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 43.—The “Torquay Bathing” Costume. 
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ic. 


No. 25.—Savaze-Landor., (Savage lauder.) 


He. Whatever docs that oll Mrs, Flasher come to the play for—she's as deaf as 


Q post. 


Amy, What does that matter, dear; don't yon notice her splendid diamom's ? 


A s 


“What dil von clear by that la 
lation’ “My pockets.’ 


LATEST ADDITIONS TO 


st specu- 


Be 


THE “ZOO.” 
American Tigers, 


(Saturday, September 22, 1894, 


Lucy (single). Do you think it is wicked to 
danny (married), No, deur, I'm ae iti isn't. ae 
Luey, Why are you so sure? 


Funny, Because my husb: psn’ ke; i 
eid mis i weaiaene doesn’t smoke; and if it was 
ss 
s 


“TM a self-made man, I'd have rou know,” said old Jenkj 
. Ve y S Jenkin 
proudly, “Oh, don't apolozise !" responded young Freshly. = I : 
a very poor job you nade of it ; but perhaps you were only you. 
at the time. ee sie e 
. 


Tommy. Wow many kinds of widows are there, dad? 
Mr, Smick, Three, Tommy. The common or garden widow, th. 
Indian or grass widow, and the financial widow, : 
ele ae = poe Anomisul widow, dad? 
Mr, Smick, She is the woman who marries mone he . 
husband goes bankrupt. es esi a 
s 


Is church a man a nap will take 
Regardless of the sage expounder, 
But lovely woman keeps awake 
To note the various styles around her. 


* 
Traveller, What brand of whisky do you call this, landlord? 
Jtoniface. That, sir? Oh! that’s one of vur heuios 
Paar ate sir. oh 
raceller, ow me to suggest an appropriate title. 
Boniface, Certainly, sir. ad ree 
Traveller, Fire brand. ee 
* 


Teacher, Jenkins minor. how do you spell marriage ? 

LM er els ~ vil, RUIN, : : ee 

Jeacher, What do you mean, sir! that doesn’t spell marriage, 
Moyful Pupil, Well, that's how father says it’s spelt, anyhow, 


. = 
“Now this, madam, isa material that will never wear out,” sail 
the obliging shopman,as he unrolled the cloth before the customer. 
“Thanks,” she responded, “ but that will never do; I should bever 
get a new dress again if my husband found it out.” 


E Father. Who was that young man [ passed in the pasrage just 
ow? 

Mother. Youngman? Oh! that must have been Tom Blakeson : 
he's after Anna, you know. 

father. Oh! after Anna, is he. I thought he looked more as if 
he was after the coats and hats. z 

m s 

First Matron, Such news, dear! Mr. Oofhunter’s married at 
last, and I've just met his wife! 

Sccond Matron, Indeed! 1s she pretty ? 

Firat Matron, Oh, no; dreadfully plain! 

Sccoond Matron, Ah! whata fort tne she must have brought him! 


leary Swell (in his own catimation ). But, my dear fellaw--al;— 
ihe must really open the gate—ah. 1 can’t possibly get throws 
rere. 
Country Cousin, Oh, try! Perhaps you're not such a big man 
as you think, after all. es 
s 


Bossleigh (after the tenth mixs), Well, 1 really must confess | 
don't seem to be able to hit the birds to-day. 
Accper (eneouragingly). Never mind, sir, you do scare ‘em 
wonderful, anyhow. ee 
s 
Ir there's one thing ‘hove another 
That would make a fellow smile, 
"Tis the way the local /éttérateurs 
Do writing by the nile. 


Tramp (on country road). Give usa copper for a half-pint of 
four ale, sor. 
Pedestrian Tourist (licking his parched lips), Where is it? 1’! 
give you sixpence for it. Hand it over, 
= 


* | 
WHEN you see % young man with a worried look intently 
studying the prospectus of a hire furnishing company, and suddenly 
commence to evince an interest in the price of perambulators, you 
may lay your only undervest to a brass button he’s going to 
versuade some poor trusting girl to leave her father's confortable 
home and try and make his thirty-five shillings a week go as far 
as five quid. ee 
s 
Country Publican, Gin and bitters, sir? Yes; what bitters wil! 
you have? 
Customer, What have you got? 
Country Publican. We've ouly got orange, sir. 
. 


s 
Mra, Sharpshina, What is this** Peace of Europe” that one reads 
nbout every now and then in the newspapers, aud which every 
emperor and king say that they want? 
ld Sharpshins, Only a priuter’s error, my dear. It should be 


spelled, piece. oe 
s 
First Pretty Thing. One of my teeth wants attending to. What 
sort of men are they at the — Dental Co! Good looking? 


Sceond Pretty Thing. Y—e—s, fairly eo. But you can't flirt 
with them—there’s a woman in the room with you all the time! 
ss 


Aunt. T hear youare going to marry Jenkyns, my dear, He i> 
a foolish young man! 
Nivee, [haven't meta wise one yet, aunt. Tt seems tome that 
as soon as they grow wise they dea we vil marrying ! 
* 


FULL many a flower is born to blush unseen; 
The poet tells us that. 
We wish, dear girl, at plays vou'd wear 
Just that kind on your hat. 
Part 


s 
“Why, what on earth do they want with these pots of pin! 
paint that you find in the French bathing machine?” “Well. 
you see, Frenchwomen are very particular about having pretty 
tootsies, so they have a woman ou tap to tint their pearly tee~ 
artistically before taking their noontide headers.” 
= 


“AND so someone has been ielling you that Tam mean sud 
close. have they, darling?” heasked. * ‘Tell me youdoun't believe ito! 
me, dear.” “ Oh, no, George!" she said, fondly ; “no onecan accu" 
you of being that, and—er—I don't think I'd mind very much i! 
you were a bit closer, George.” And he acted upon the suggestion 
Instanter, ace 

s 


Mrs. Walker, Don't you find artistic people very funny, 
clear. 

Mre, Smith, In what way, dear? 

Mra, Walker, Why, when L take my daughter to call upon them, 
Madame Petitoe, the great dancer, always prefers her to sine. 
Signor Squallina regularly asks her to oblige with a skirt dance. 
en oa Dominothump invariably Legs her to recite—funny, 
isn't it? 


ee ee 


Ewcry Monday. One Halfpenny- 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
89 SHOE LANE, FLEZT STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Saturday, September 22, 1894.] 
TOOTSIE AT TORQUAY. 


—_——s— 


rarer ay is a beautiful place. My friend, Mr. Ashby-Sterry, 
ihe man who wants to be properly impressed with Torquay 
should arrive 
after dark, 
have his din- 
ner and his 
smoke at his 
hotel, go to 
bed early, 
sleep soundly, 
and—“the 
next mornin; 
he will be 
awakened by 
the ceaseless 
song of the 
‘ surf. He =i 

ump up, he 

will pull up 
the blind, an 
throw the 
window wide 
open, and will 
scarcely be- 
lieve his eyes. 
It is only a 
few hours 
since he was 
in the midst of 
murky, smo- 
ky, bustling 
London! It 
scarcely seems 
possible, The 
nir is so pure, 
the breeze is so soft, the colours are so beautiful, the prospect 
is so lovely, What is it like? Well, it really reminds one 
more of a view on one of the Italian lakes than anything else. 
If vour imagination is very elastic you can fancy your hotel 
is « palazzo on the Lago di Como, or the Lago Maggiore, which 
inve taken for the season, The whole picture helps the 
ou: in the stone-pines anwar to the left, the terraced 
wardens gay with flowers, the vegetation growing right down to 
the sea, und round about the fishing boats you ree with fisher- 
men hauling away at nets. If it were in the Lago di Como you 
would say they were fishing for agoni—most delicious they are, too. 
‘I've lunched with blue-eyed Violet, off nectarines and agoni, and 
now [ll smoke a cigarette on this balcony.’” 

Mr. Ashby-Sterry always writes delightfully about the sea-side 
end the river-side, and about blue-eyed Violets, and I quite agree 
with him about the beauty of Torquay. Unfortunately, however, 
the Tootsie Sloper Company is not. bringing in sacksful of gold, 
aud Lord Bob's visage wears a worried aspect. 

Mr. Jenkins (our tirst low com.) says it is a pity the weather ix so 
avainst us, If it 
would) only begin 
ruining at the right 
time, and leave olf 
at the right time, 
there would) be a 
erommed house, 
Vutortunately, it 
neither rains nor 
leaves off quite at 
the right time, and 
consequently there 
is ho cramming, 
Mr. Jones (our 
second low — com.) 
«rs to be. re- 
wd to his fate, 
aud recalls memo- 
ries of « walk home 
of two hundred and 
twenty-seven miles 
from Blackpool to 
Camden own, 
when he chiefly sub- 
sisted on raw ture 
hips by the way. 
Cn hearing this the 
Krass-Headed to a 
girl declare that 
they have enter- 
tained a deep-rooted 
untipathy since 
childhood’s hour to turnips in any shape. Rosebud, however, 
ix an exception, and having become betrothed to a Torquay 
tradesman, well to do, has determined to settle down here when 
the company breaks up, and doesn’t care whether she gets her last 
week's money or not. 

Mr, Jenkins (first low com.) says it might not have been a 
wholly unenjoyable tour had it not been for Mr. Jones, and Mr. 
Jones (second low com.) is said to be circulating a report that Mr, 
Ienkins had been engaged at the T. R., Land's End, to act an 
ostrich, and had just received an offer of ten shillings sterling 
to cancel his engagement, r 

The fact of the matter is, Lord Bob's father, the Earl, is a bit 
behind with his remittances, and as there is a ready money loss of 
over fifty pounds a week on our little flutter, there appears to be 
every prospect of serious unpleasantness soon. 

Away from the theatre things are scarcely rosy. That poor, dear 
old Dook Snook, wishing to kiss a pretty flower girl, and she not 
desiring the honour, gave him a fearful box on the ear, from which 
he has far from 
recovered at the 
time I write. 
Tottie Good- 
enough, I may also 
mention, being de- 
sirous, as usual, 
of showing off, 
and pretending 
she had ridden a 
bare-backed steed 
asa child, induced 
an _ unfortunate 

admirer to hire 
"horses, and had a 
bad fall when we 
went riding. 

Legs and Gin- 
ger, I regret to 
say, on me fe- 
fusing toentertain 
the proposals o 
either, have had 
anawtul fight, and 
are now but the 
ragsand remnants 
of what they were 
in the hopeful 
per y Ganerslls 

think, this tour 
An awful fight. wilt ter icoked 
“upon, by all concerned, as something to be buried in oblivion, 
f well stam down. 
, hunk goodness it’s the last week ; but in my next, dears, you 
“'Y expect some thrilling details, As to that Boy— 


Tae Dook’s reward, 


Went riding. 
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“THE COMING MEDICINE.” 


EVERYBODY 
IN SEARCH OF HEALTH SHOULD 


LOOK OUT FOR 


SLOPER'S 
PILLS. 


SHH NEXT WHE. 


PROPRIETORS 


GURDEN & CoO,, 


90 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


DISCOURAGING PHILANTHROPY. 

TiR was net a bad sort of chap at heart, although he kept a 
licensed house that the Stigginees of his neighbourhvod railed nt 
and called a gin palace and a “ booking office ” for —— well, a place 
that’s even warmer than the West Indies just now, including the 
fighting that's going on. And the other day, when a soiled aml 
towzled customer came in—a man that would have been a disgrace 
toaslabin the Morgue—and shoved some coppers down on the 
bar, our kind-hearted, generous, philanthropic publican observed : 

“Look here, old fellow, don’t epend your Inst twopence in rum. 
You don't want a drink, Tuke the money and go and get your 
shirt washed.” 

The stained and tarnished one seemed considerably taken aback. 
A publican refusing oof? It was incredible. But men of his class 
soon get over a shock ; all that he said was: 

“You seem to think you know a lot, guv’nor, but you don’t know 
the ie o' washin’, J can't get my shirt washed for tuppence ! ” 

“Oh yes, you can; 1'll show you a capital place.” 

“Not you.” 

“Oh vea I will, though.” 

“ Look ‘ere, guv'nor, | shall bet youn pot o° beer you can’t?” 

“ Very well,” said the publican, good-humouredly ; “for the sake 
of doing a fellow creature a good turn 1'll come aud show you iu, 
Pott’s, get me my hat.” 

“ But what about the pot o' beer?” asked the ragged one. 

“Oh—I'll bet he that, just to humour you.” 

Then the landlord put on his billycock and the twain sallied 
forth, It wasn’t fifty yards to the cheap laundresses, and, arrived 
there, the publican observed, glowing with righteous satisfaction : 

“ There, my man, there's where they'll wash your shirt for two- 
pence. on in.” 

The begrimed one grinned and winked the other eye. 

“Guv'nor,” he said, “I think you'd better come k an’ draw 
me that pot o' beer. They could not wach my shirt for nothink— 
*cos why /—'cos I ain't got sich a thing: there's nothink hunder- 
neath this old black tie but my bloomin’ skin!” 

dilord serves all comers now ! 


————— 


aa THE ci Oona ee 

SIIE was a widow, plump an r— 

That's how it all foal : 

She'd of encumbrances a jir, 

Lut of gold and of gear she had got her share, 
And I was a bold young man. 


At a boarding-house it was we met— 
That's how it all began— 

And I was a little bit in debt, 

And I'd been “let in” o'er a racing bet— 
For 1 was a bold young man. 


And my collars were made of xylonite— 
That's how it all began ; 
Aud my elbows and knees were shiny-bright, 
And LT inked my hat in the dead of night— 
I was a bold young man! 


And the laundress wanted her little bill— 
That's how it all began ; 

And the dinners were such as did not fill, 

Sb I shut my eyes and swallowed the pill— 
I was a bold young man! 


1 said, “ She will take great care of me! "— 
That's how it all began ; 

“ And I'll take care of the property.” 

And so I asked her to marry me— 
I was a bold young man! 


“JIere’s your pa!” said she to the twins— 
That's how it all began. 

How they bellowed and kicked my shins! 

When one's corns are trodden on, and one grins, 
One is a bold young man! 


I climbed the tree, but 1 picked no plums— 
That's how it all began ; 
And my wife wears the never-vou-mention-ums ; 
And “You'd hardly believe! say my ouce old 
chins, 
“That L once wasa Bold Young Man!” 


_>—__—. 


HIS QUERY. 

“ALE youa very large shareholder in the gis company, young 
man?” asked his best girl's father, as he emerged from the drawing- 
room as the clock chimed the hour of midnight. ‘ Why, no, sir.” 
responded the ardent lover, wonderingly ; “why?” ‘Oh, well, by 
the way you burn my gas seven days a week for five hours at a 
stretch [fancied you might perhaps have some interest in the 
concern.” And the old man chuckled grimly as he put up the 
hall door chain fur the night, 


. 


’? 
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TOLD IN THE “FOUR-’ARF” 


— 


BAR. 


“Lvec! Why it’s all lack—rothin’ else, They tell me there's 
alot of crack pots nowadays, as try to make out there ain't no such 
thing: thatit’s simply 
question of tiggers 
—like a ‘rithmetic 
sum. Bab! If you 
was to talk yourselt 
blind from now till 
a blue moon you'd 
never make me be. 
lieve sich rot, | tell 
yer you're born with 
it! Look at Bill 
Kimp, now! There's 
a blokeas conkin'’t do 
wrong if he tried— 
no! not if he 
Vloomin’ well tried, 
he couldn't! ‘Ere! 
You just) till that 
there pot, captain— 
this jawin's dry work 
—aun’ I'll prove it to 
yer. Same as usual, 
missy—four-‘arf, an’ 
not too much of yer 
froth! That's the 
ticket ! "Ere’s lookin’ 
towards yer, captain! 

“Mind yer, I al- 
wave ‘ated Bill Kimp, 
an’ that's what makes 
his luck all the 
crueller to me. I'll 
pe over about our 

ing kids together, 
an’ how he cut me out with Polly Flickers, an’ how when going 
down to Epsom our train got run into by a ‘goods,’ an’ not a 
soul hurt, not even shook, ‘xcept Bi!l as gets a black eve, for which 
the Company pays him fifty quid compensation. An’ | won't say 
nothin’ about how he marries Poll with this brass, and sets her up 
in the greengrocery, an’ she bein’ a smart hard-workin’ gal, keeps 
him like a toff—cateh him doin’ any graft hisself! No! Ui just 
give yer a proof of his unnatural luck as ‘u'd make the Pope hisself 
cuss! 

“ Yer see, I knew a Ind ina stable at Newmarket, ns used to send 
me some ‘ good things’ at times—reg'lar snips. Well, he writes me 
a letter to say as Blue Peter was a ‘cert’ for the Liverpool Cup, an’ 
1 ‘nppens to show this letter to Bill. Course he backs it as well, 
au’ ‘ome it rolls; wins in» canter at ten to one, Now T knew him 
to be a mean dog, so a dav or twoanfter | gives hima hint. ‘This 
‘ere’s a goo lad, Bill, | says, ‘ie sends me some good things. 
I'm going to post him a bit of silver for hisseli.” ‘That's right,” he 
suys—do! A lad like 
that ought to be en- 
couraged, If he 
sends you anythink 
else, mind an’ let me 
know.’ There was » 
menslly ‘ound for ver! 
Never offera to give 
the Jad even ‘arf-n- 
dollar hisself, though 
I knew he'd won at 
least twenty quid. 

“Some time after 
the lad writes me 
ogain to say they'd 2 
horse in the stable, 
named = Amlick, as 
couldn't lose the 
‘Seizerwitch,’ an’ | 
was to get on an’ 
back it at once as it 
was a perfeck moral, 
Now Mr. Bill, thinks 
1, I'll play you a trick, 
and ‘get my own 
back’ over this job. 
So | writes to the Ind 
an' tells him to send 
me the name of some 
horse ns hadn't got 
no chance whatever 
for the same race, #0 
ns 1 could lumber 
Ksillon toa ‘stiff ‘un.’ 
Au’ he writes back 
again an’ saysthey'd got an old crock in the stable named Bumper, 
eutered in the race; an’ though he was a certain starter he was no 
more good than a clothea-‘orse, an’ couldn't win if all the others 
was to drop down stone dead, Then I fakes up a letter as if it had 
come from the lad, to make out that Bumper was the pinch, an’ 
shows it to Bill, ‘All right,’ he says, ‘he's a good Ind, VIL back 
it. It’ea hundred to one, now.’ Don't | tart tu myself! ‘Back it 
heavy, Bill,’ | says; ‘this is a cop.’ ‘I will,’ he says, Me, | larfs 
again—quietly, you understand—aun’ puts my very cat's-meat barrer 
on Amlick, the right ‘un, an’ says nothin’ to nobody, Very soon 
Amlick gets to be first favourite, an’ the lad writes me again to say 
as it's all over bar shoutin’; an’ Bill he keeps on backiu’ Bumper, 
an’ me, I keeps on lartin’ and backin’ Amiick. 

“Well, the wternoon of the race cumes, an’ presently there's 
Pollo I pears the 
paper boys shoutin’ 
out ‘Winner!’ 
buys my paper— 
opens it—an’ what 
a’ yerthink? There, 
atarin’ me in the 
face, [ sees ‘ Bumper 
lst, Gunpowder 
2nd, Nobbler 3rd.’ 
Amlick not even in 
the first three! An’ 
then, just as I'm 
droppin’ down ina 
fit, along rushes Bill 
as red as ss Anar- 
chist, ‘That'sa good 
lad, an’ no mistake,” 
he cries. ‘1 shall 
give you a shillin’ 
to send him termor- 
row!’ 

“Don't ask me 
how it ‘uppened, 
esptnin! Tt'aamys- 
tery! All IT know 
is that the very 
owner of Bumper 
hisself was ruined, 
because he'd put all 
his mevoouw Am- j 
lick ; an’ though on 
you might think it “Song rustes Hill! 
Was owin'’ to ‘the 
glorions uneertainty of the Turf, 1 know diferent, 
bivomin’ luck what did it! His luck aude Bumper win, 
yer—he couldn't do wrong if he tricd !” 


“This jawin'’s dry work.” 


“Tim going to post him a bit of silver.” 


Tt was Bill's 
1 tell 
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“There's uothing like baiting 
Your vet properly carla. Vous 
Sar Geoffrey Hunter has buen je. 
foo ane damrkest wbteteticn s mtd ios 


GOOO FOR HIM. : . = i he's are sbegeey anacane Pane ett 

pees “Well, Mr. Snapshot, have you had much sport to-day?" “ Yea, es Wavaell anys Ger polecener bein bt bean 

“T know a man in Camien Town, fairly ood, Mise aohuatale luaee shai three parses two dows, “ How did yon raise that spiffing monstache, Tom?" “With a think Estill baile”. Aevreee Fae 
Who put bis clothes on ujeide down.” aud une keeper.” razor, of cuur-e, old chap!" deter of Young Landy. 


S08 Miss Sloper willbe detiyMtd to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER._HALL CAINE, Fsq. 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


1) The ship went ont with a fair going tiie, that sailel from Morecambe Pay, Donker,“ Now, look here, Hall,” said A. SLOrkit, persuasively, “don’t be nuresson- 
said ship containing no les a person than the famous Member for Shoe Lane, viz.—- able.” Mr. Caine answered not, but poised on high the massive bit of Man.“ Nay,” 
unumely, that is to say—A. SLOVEK. And why did said ship hold within its frail subl the Luterviewer, “listen to reason, LT have hel the honour of interviewing t 
planks that distinguished Member? Simply because he was bound for the Isle of of the crowned heuls of Europe, aud they ably took it quietly.” “Amd I 
Man, in search of that master of English fiction, Mr. Hall Caine, who, when found, replied the renowned novelist, * will take it i AL SLOPE eved the elevated 
A. SLOPER inteudedt to make a note of—nay, several.——(2) Aml Mrs, Sloper stool section of cliff, and iustinctively hix hand sought his cranium as if to ascertain its 
on a rock, and like Susan of the lovely black eyes did to her William, wavol her lily resivting powers; then, as if satixtiel on that point, “Mall,” said he, impressively, 
lund ; und then, to lapse into poetry, she heaved a little sigh, and did a little cry, for “remember your namesake! Would you have murder on your soul?" Mr. Caine + 
she kuew, uutil her dear lord's return, she would be in pawn at their lodgings. Amd hand fell by his side—so did the boukler, “No,” cried he; “not while 1 carry 4 
then the tide came round her, and she had to be borne from her perilous position on wliceman’s whistle!" and immediately blew a blast npon that handy liitle 


No. 257,—M1s8 MILDRED HEATHER, the brawny back of a longshoreman. Meanwhile, the little craft merrily leapt the ustrument.—(5) With lightning speed a policeman rushed down the rugged shore, 

daneiug waves as it sped on, wafted by a stiffish breeze, towards the home of the his extra leg standing—or rather, running—him in youl steal. ¢°'The inhabitant 

“QOuce more bas Cupid pierced my tender heart.” Manxman, At lenyth, the boat grated on the beach, and A.SLOPER leapt lightly out, of the Isle of Man, as is well known, possess three legs, but Natare, in onter to 

— The Pook Snook, oe 3) Ani cate aesce ies pres io of water. Having erene Biemwelt equalize msiters, one ghee! os delightful ishand of their ae _ os ‘ 

ry . ” ae dry, be aronnd,--—(4) There, in pensive attitude, stom! Mr. Hall Caine. “Compreheusive tury of Manx wl,” by (me Who Has Been ‘There—when 

A love like mine must surely win its way. Lora Bee, “ Hall, ahoy !" shoute! Sailor ALLY. Mr. Caine started from his reverie, bis colour = A. SLUPKR has quite finished it.) But by this time the Eminent had regaiue! 

“Thrice, happy maiden, blessed with 80 much beanty.” left him, and, with a wiki eye, be sought for some means of escape. Too late! The his vessel, set bis sail, and was bowling back to the boson of his family, arriving just 
—The Hon. Billy. Champion luterviewer was upon him! “Staud off!" cried Mr. Cuiue, seizing o iu time to relieve Mrs. Sloper from embarrassing pecuniary dillicultica. 


THE ELDER’S FINE FEELINGS AGAIN OUTRAGED. 


1 BROT My: 
s]Feast ets - 


(1) It was an unco fine day for the show ; wee bit camp nuderfoot, ye ken, but (2) “Whit for are ye followin’ us like an ill-fanred chaist, McNab ?” hissed (3) “ Aw've relieved they scooudrels o° their ill-gotten gains, Aw'n think iw’ 
still, vera, vera enjoyable. ‘The Laint and Maister McSwine were vera fortunate — the Laini, “Gang awn’ wi' that evil e’e o' yours, ye tomautic-uosed octopus! — but, oh! tue what depths o° depravity they maun ha’e sunk when they l 
(with ither folk’s greenstuff), an’ carried awa’ the prizes au’ congratulations uo’ the — an’ ket honest men depart in peace,” howlel Meswine. But the Eider = keepit back hale twa-an-saxpence o° the money while Aw robbit then ‘ 


veexiturs, forbye a’ the pate-mouey, an’ suenked awa’ up the glen taedivide the spuil. cuntinued on hia silent way, aud suuled au inscrutable smile. Au’ the kider, filled wi’ black burnin’ shame, dropped a salt, salt tenr. 


Saturday, September 22, 1894. ; ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


aS 
~ aS 


| if 


Tj A MTL | 
uy il ai | > 


TT “ Xs | | 4 my L 7 
sy’ Torker - & Wanceced: 


O) ee } 
(« The-Dook “AG Chore e 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

This way, my noble friends and patrons; this way for the finest and largest show in the fair, | With all the Cavalry at Churn:—The hops in Kent, I'm glad to hear, A splendid harrest yield 
Fresh change of programme every week; no waiting; no early doors, We're just about to (his year:—Puir Cissy quits old England's shore; Say, shall oe ace her never more :—The “bus 
commence, ladies and gentlemen, and you mustn't miss the treat. Walk up, please, walk up. Alive, conductor had to pay, ‘bes vite his very gallant way :—A daring robbery, no doubt, And very boldly 
alive. alive !— Misplaced ; awell, that’s, of course, ax you Are Radical or Tory true:—Uere hold! carricd out —AW over, ladies and gentlemen. Slap up show, isn’t it? Remember at the same time 
caough, poor China erivs, Not me, the wiry dap. replica :—The Duke of Cambridge takes a turn next week Pshall await you. Till then, adieu!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 

ALGY. 


ONE TO 


Auctionrer, Now, lalics anil gentlemen, what shall we say for 
the spouge bath—fifteen shillings? (A lence.) 

Voice, I'l give you five, guv'nor; it's past the time o' year 
now for taking a bath. (Loud laughter.) 


es 
Hiqgheayman Bold (overtaking musterious stranger on the 
Aannied moor), Your or your life! 
Nranger, Ga lone, stoopid! Well, powmy word, you amuse 
me, youdo. I'm the ghout! 


Mother-in-Law, Now that you're married, IT hope you wout 
commit any more tomfoolery, 
Son-in-Law, No> Lean assure you this is my bast. 


Louk, T hear yon've an addition to your family. 
Y 7 : y “What, Algy, another cigar! When are yon going to cease sowing your will oats?" “When I've got 


Tomer, Yess how did you know ?+ 
Gouirr, Guvesel, my boy. You look so happy over it. rid of all the weeds, dear, 


—_— 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


WITH scarce an exception the farmers have now completed their 
harvest, and, althoush the crops were in many cise. seriously 
damaged by inclement 
the agriculturist 
in general 
congratulate 
avery fair season, Par. 
tuers grumbled even when 
wheat was seventy-five 
shillings a quarter, and 
now that itcan be bought 
in plenty for twengy- 
two, it is not) surprising 
they have not got. rid 
of the habit. Its a poor 
heart that never rejoices, 
however, and, compared 
with lust vear, things are 
wonderfully rosy this ; and 
the harvest home on many 
w farm this vear has been 
aright merry one, 


s 
A ProposaL is about 
to be submitted to the 
London School Board for 
the revival of hand loom- 
ing and weaving among 
the girls, It is an art 
which went out of fashion 
amony the fair sex when 
pianoforte playing became 
general; but its revival 
: should be thankfully wel- 
comed, if only a few girls take it up in \preference to the now 
common form of torture. ee 
s 


AFTER the disastrous result of his trial, the failure of A. SLOPER'S 
Skunk in the Leger was almost a foregone conclusion, The 
Eminent, however, like a true sportsman, determiucd to give the 
public a run for their money, and refused to scratch the colt. The 
Skunk, however, had 1 fit at the post, and was never in the race. 
Tenders from purveyors of cats’ meat are now invited, but the 
animal may be warmly recommended to the notice of veterinary 
students, It's not often you can come across a horse with so many 
ditferent ailments. ee 

s 


A GENERAL panic prevailed in the Bath bun trade last week, 
owing to the rumour that the Hon. Billy had transferred his affec- 
tion to Banburys. Stocks fell alarmingly, but rose again on the 
rumour receiving authoritative contradiction, and the market 
closed firm, ee 

s 


It is not always to the West End music-halls that you must go 
for the best programme. Comparisons are odious, we know, and 
we won't attempt to draw any ; but 
we will say, and truly, that for a really 
enjoyable first-rate entertainment one 
need look no further than the Canter- 
bury. The stars shining there at 
present include R. G. Knowles, Harry 
Anderson, the much-talked-of doy, 
Miss Scottie, Fred Mason, Lucy Clarke, 
Tennyson and O'Gorman, aud quite a 
host of others. It's a topping show, 
and the sooner you find your way to 
it the better. o« 

s 


THERE'S an earthquake in progress 
somewhere. It appears that the O'er- 
Moss-Grown Fabric received a most 
imposing card the other morning while 
cracking his matutinal egg,and wanted 
to start for Southsea at once, but the 
missus wouldn't have it. This is what 
the card says: “The Royal Pre- 
Adamite Order of Kalathumpians. 
Founded by Mr. and Mrs. Noah— 
B.C. Oox. This ix to certify that 
ALLY SLOPER, F.0.M., beingan Artiste 
of High Repute, Excellent Standing, 
and Firm Popularity, is entitled to be 
admitted into the Secrets and Myx. 
teries of ye most Ancient and Hon- 
ourable Order of ve Kalathumpians. 
To do so, it shall be necessary to 
journie unto ye Crown Hotel, situate 
in ye King’s Road, Southsea, and pay unto ye Hoste some goodlie 
English monies for Glenlivet and wotnot, as it were, for instans ; ye 
aforesaid Hoste is that ‘ Olde Proe’ and Past Master Kalathumpian 
Richard Judd Green, who will tell unto ye Various Tales and pass 
certain Signs and Signals by which ye may in ye Future be known 
unto all men asa Good and True Kalathumpian. Given under our 
Seal this 4th day of September, 1894, and Signed by ve Past Master 
R, JuDD GREEN, and ye Hon, Secretary A. G. POLSON-TURNER.” 

ss 


s 
THE way the Emperor of China deprives his generals, admirals 
and menials of their peacock’s feathers, and other artistic adorn- 
ments, is funny. Probably it’s a gentle sort of hint that he’s got his 
optic on ‘em, and that for two pins he'd deprive ‘em of their heads, 
ss 


s 
ONE cup of water from a certain salt spring in Assyria is stated 
to be enough to create n perpetual thirst. Can it be that 
McGooseley ever got hold of any of that water somehow? 
ss 
s 
Mr. SYDNEY Grunpy’s new play at the Comedy is n very 
admirable piece of work ; and in these days, when the New Woman 
commands so large an 
amount of public at- 
tention, can hardly 
fail to attract the 
liveliest interest. 
Never before has Mr. 
Grundy given us such 
brilliant dialogue ; 
one a liaten 
through three acts to 
his brilliant talk, and 
forgive him readily for 
on entire absence of 
plot. Not that this is 
the case, however, 
~~ The New Woman has 
7 wy plot, a fairly good 
one, too, and though 
its interest flies 
somewhat whilst the 
nuthor is arguing 
out his story, it is 
hever ata standstill, 
nnd the end is satin. 
factory if not abso- 
lutely convincing. 


s 
THE Salvation 
“General” sailed last week from Liverpool for a six months’ tour 
in the United States. Uncle Sum has our deepest aud most 
respectful sympathy, 


has rensom to, 
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AN evening contemporary has been discussing “Christian Names 
for Girls,” and lamenting the disuse of the old homely ones iu 
favour of the more stylish oy 
sounding, Well, well; of pS 
course, it’s all « matter of 
taste; but never forget, 
young t when introduced 
aineng a family of grown up, 
huggible danghters, to puy 
most attention to the one 
with the old-fashioned name. 
Re polite to Ethel and Gwen. 
doline, Bhinche, Edith, and 
Winifred, but throw all your 
poetic soul into your conver- 
sation with Murtha, Mary, 
Jane, Ann, or Matilda, And 
why?) Well, because it’s a 
bottle of Kuch fils toa farth- 
ing’s worth of sherbet she's 
named after a rich old aunt, 
who'll) pop off soon and 
lenve her all the spondu- 
lies, se 

s 


WE understand that the 
editorof Larks! has respect- 
fully declined to allow a 
urateful public to erect 
memorial statue of him in 
Trafalgar Square. In refus- 
ing the offer, the great man 
remarked that the best way 
for the readers of the cham. 
pion ha porth to show their apprecintion was to buy Larks! 
regularly, and do their utmost to induce all their friends to do 
the same, There's magnanimity for you! 

ss 


s 
IBSEN, we are told, is singularly absent-minded, and very seldom 
remembers to wipe his boots, but will tramp through a lady’s recep- 
tion-room, leaving a trail of mud and mire behind him. Genius 
was ever eccentric, but, thank yoodness, our own dramatists don't 
suffer iu this way, Just fancy Mr. Pinero being too self-ocenpied 
to wash his face; Mr. Henry Arthur Jones forgetting to comb his 
hair; or Mr. Grundy absently wandering into the stalls in his shirt 
sleeves ! ee 
s 


GotrF has now become the most favourable matrimonial medium, 
and one ceasex to wonder at the increasing prices of appropriate 
coxtumes for the fair players. It’s 2 game that allows of far more 
opportunity for flirtation than lawn tennis. Go in for golf, 
all you girls, if you want to journey over the links of life with 
a husband. Cor 

a 


THE circumstances attending the drowning of m young man, 
whose boat was run down by a stenm launch at Hammersmith, 
were inquired into 
last week. The 
coroner, after hear- 
ing the evidence, 
said, “That no 
blame wasattached 
to the captain in 
this instance,” and 
ndded, “That pub- 
lic yeaa — 
as a rule, properly 
navigated, but no 
doubt a good dea 
might be sai 
against some of the 
private ones.” We 
should just think 
so. If only the 
one - thousandth 
part of all the 
abuse that has 
been hurled 
against private 
launches were 
printed, the British Museum wouldn't hold it, and to say nothing 
of its effect upon public morality. The curses that have 
been hea upon the Steam Launch Fiend would blight a 
forest and make a mountain tremble to ita base, but they haven't 
the ites effect on the 8.L.F., who goes serenely on his war, 
spreading horror and destruction around him. Oh, for the day 
when he will be banished for ever from the peaceful river, and the 
weird, shrill shriek of his craft's whistle be but a hideous memory 
of the past. “0 


THE hiresystem is apparently fully developed in Russia. You 
can buy a set of false teeth on that convenient, but at times embar- 
rassing, plan. Very awkward for you, though, if you get behind- 
hand with the instalments, and the dentixt suddenly swooped down 
on you and insists on taking away your grinders. 

se 


s 
CusB-hunting has already commenced in Leicestershire, and 
several healthy young cubs have been killed by the Belvoir. There 
are a lot of cubs who want killing, though, in other places than 
Leicestershire. *° 


ONE of those persnasive gentlemen who induce foolish servant 
girls to purchase gould and silver watches on the instalment plau 


5} 


hot water over one of his little 


transactions, from which he 
emerged with 2» very much 
Sot a 
wT rai 
WA Mir 
y t 


battered anatomy, including a 
highly contused organ of vision. 
lnto the merits of this particular 
case it is not our intention to 
enter. We need only remark 
that the rascals who so rob poor 
ignorant girls of their hard- 
earned wages by foisting worth- 
less rubbish upon them at na 
fabulous price, deserve all they 
get in the way of punishment. 


s 

THE Mosagrown Edifice haa 
this day been pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit” upon 
GeorcE E. DARRELL, because 
he's a capable stage-manager. 
“ Feyther,"chortled the Cerulean- 
Eyed, “to sny nothing of the 
way 'e looked after the Summer 
Gardings at Morecambe, George 
deserves the Award for ae wa 
t ain't 


as 


footed, doddering old 


caught Alexandry full across the 
smeller, and 2 moment later he 
was shrieking for a cold door key. That boy is really too 
precocious, oe 
= 
SLOES are remarkably plentiful this year. Sing hey, then, for the 
prime vid crusted port at one and three ! 
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23rd September, 1G89.—A newspaper of this date says tha: 
aman who had killed himself leit a letter behind requesting th: 
Lis body might be sent to» hospital for dissection. The coroner 
stid there was nothing legally binding in the deceased's request ts 
have his body used for dissecting purposes. It remained for 4 
deceased person's executors to determine how a body should b. 
disposed of, whatever might be the request of the deceased himsel| 
All the disabilities which used to attach to the interment of suicide. 
—such as absence of Christian burial and interment at midnight 1 
cross roads—were now inoperative. The only disability in case. 
of felo de se now was that the Church of England burial servic. 
was not read at the grave bya clergyman of the Chureh of England 
but the service might be read by sumebody else. , 


24th September, 1769. —This day, Bill Stevens, “th. 
Nailer,” was beaten by one Turner. Stevens, who was onc: 
Champion of England, closed his career by defeat and diservce- 
Eighteen years after his victory over Jack Slack. the Champion, he 
entered the ring with the rising Harry Sellers; but Stevens added 
another illustration to the ring proverb: * Youth will be served.” 


25th September, 1680.—Samuel Butler died this day in 
Rose Street, Covent Garden. “ One of the meanest streets in tha; 
part of the City.” Aubrey says, “ Butler was of 2 middle statury, 
strong sett, high coloured, with a head of sorrell hair—a good 
fellow, latterly much troubled with the gowt.” 


26th September, 1819.—Tom Moore, under this date. telis 
a story of Sheridan's servant dropping 1 aac ei eg with a great 
crash, “Sheridan, after scolding most furiously the servant, win 
stood pale and frightened, at last exclaimed: ‘And how many 
plates have you broke?’ ‘Oh! not one sir,’ answered the fellow, 
delighted to vindicate himself. ‘And, you d—d fool!’ sid 
Sheridan, ‘have you made all that noise for nothing ?'” 


27th September, 1889. — This day Miss Marie Finney. 
shortly before three o'clock in_ the afternoon, walked from 
neighbouring hostelry on to London Bridge in sn ulster, and wear. 
ing a bonnet, to all appearances out fora stroll. She was accom. 
panied by Tim Finney. The wind was boisterous, and blowing up 
the river, while a strong tide was running up. At a quarter to 
three the champion, Finney, embarked in Dave Godwin's boat, 
nccompanied by Mr. R. Watson. The t was rowed into mid. 
stream, and awaited the advent on the bridge of Miss Finney, 
Presently she was seen walking leisurely upand down, witha police. 
man stationed afew yards away regulating the traftic, and evidently 
oblivious of what was nbout to take place. Finney soon gave the 
signal from the water that all was clear below, and his sister. 
removing her cloak and hat, was hoisted on to the bridge, the top 
of which being rounded is difficult to plunge from, At the supreme 
moment a savage gust of wind blew her sideways. but with wonder. 
ful presence of mind she, attired in blue tights, dropped on to the 
parapet, about 3 ft. below. and after poising gracefully for a second, 
shot off like an arrow, Making » magnificent descent, she cleared 
the water without a splash, and rose to the surface. Finney, wear. 
ing ordinary street dress, had dived just as his sister had mount«i 
the bridge, and he greeted Marie witha welcome shout of approv:'. 
Miss Finney smiled as she swam to the boat, into which she w:. 
quickly hoisted and rowed to the Swan Pier. There a demonstri. 
tion awaited her, and the little heroine returned tothe house round 
the corner, which was soon crowded. 


28th September. 1838.—James Barnes, the famous pantu- 
loon, died this day, ag-d tifty-one. 

29th September, 1662.— Pepys, under this date, say:. 
“Tu the King’s Theatre, where we saw Medsummer Nights 
Dream, which I had never seen before, nor shall ever again, for i 
is the most insipid, ridiculous play that 1 ever saw in my lif-.” 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 10.—Busy BEEs, 
How doth the little busy boy 
With pail and spade in hand 
Go shoreward forth, that he with joy 
May dig the shivering sand. 
And if we on the beach employ 
Our hours in peaceful sleep, 
How doth the little busy boy 
In sand inter us deep! 


How doth the little busy dude 
Go mincing fro and to, 

And choose, from all the multitude, 
The fairest girl to woo. 

But, when his empty purse is viewed 
Before the day's cessation, 

How doth the little busy dude 
Regret his mad flirtation ! 

How doth the little busy dame, 
Who takes the seaside boarder, 
Annex, without a twinge of shame, 

The food which we did order. 
And, when we tell her of that same 
And remonstrate with her, 
How doth the little busy dame 
Her innocence aver ! 


oe 


SLOPERIAN PHILOSOPHY. 


ALL MILKY AND ALL BAD Nuts CHANGED! 

ANY juggins can lend a man a fiver, but it requires some 
brains to borrow one, and a pickaxe and a pound of dynamite tv 
get it back, . 

A te io hardly respectable—pal of I. Moses's, in the 
“makeabit” line is called, by the other thirty-nine, “ Procrastin 
tion,” because he's su given to “lifting” tickers. We hardly uced 
mention that he lives in Seven Dials, i 

It is unfair to expect a six months’ old baby to talk. He's kept 
wondering most of his time what the tarnatiou-volapuk his mothe? 
is saving to him in goo-goo's and diddums’s. ‘ . 

All this braid and stuff on the aris frocks is getting sickenin:. 
A sweet young maiden, with a frock that had thirteen rows of bru 
round the bodice and parallel bara on the sleeves, asked A. SLUPt! 
the other day what he thought of it. The Old Man said he thous! 
it looked exactly like a loin of pork with the cracklin’ on. 

What's the use of complaining about the dishonesty of her 
pickers, when their whule business is only an apprenticeship 
theft. What do we mean? Why, isn’t the one best paid why ci" 
soonest pick a pocket—of hops, of course? 

Never say ought that might offend the ears of others. Aiea". 
good little boy, a son of the curate of Jaseymurcottend, met the 
vicar and was tellivg him about the bees stinging his papa. ~ ae 
what did he say?" asked the vicar, The guod boy blushed. 
“Lend me a pencil,” he suid, “1'd rather write it down.” 

Claret makes a good punch in the summer.—Picnic tip fr" 
Svcicty newspaper, Awl n good punch on the nose geuerill) 
makes Claret.—J'lect Street Philusapher, 


Ewery Wednesday. Twoponce- 
JUDY. 
Best Artists Best Authors. 
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Saturday, September 22, 1894.) 
CHAPEAUS FOR CHURCH GOING. 


+) lisenasion has been going on as to which {¢ the best kind of hat to go to 


church in, A well-known literary fanear has the opera-hat.) 
——— -—— THERE'S now astrange- 
et MesTr Co Tro CHurecrs, ish (h)at-titude—__ 
/ wunveR if 73 j (To = . punning plati- 
e)— 


ot ee aaa 
as) 


Care doth perplex. 
The sterner sex— 
(The urchin !), 
And ev'ry modish chap- 
pie is 
Upset—(yea, most un- 
happy is)— 
He wants to knuw 
What hat to go 
To church in! 


The Bowler hat and 
Wideawake " 
Are apt to make stiff 
pride awake ; 
The “Chimney-pot ” 
Gets many a spot 
And smurch in ; 
So, the hat to meet there 
rebuscs, 
The 


Opera - hat 
Gibus) is— 
That's comme il faut 
(It seems) to go 
To church in, 


(or 


— 


A CHILLED ROMANCE. 

THE pale harvess moon rose majestically into the starry heavens 
and shed its pale light over the turnip fields of Stumply. The 
distant ery of the corn crake, and the chirp, chirp of a healthy 
vounz family of grasshoppers alone disturbed the restfe? stilluess 
or the night. 

‘hy a rustic stile n youth and maiden stood alone. The stamp of 

-reat city, With its turmoil and bustle, was upon him, but the 
simple guilelessness of her face, the sweet simplicity of her attine, 
pioclaimed the fact that she was village born and bred, that her 
iigenuous nature had remained unsullied by contact with the grea‘ 
eoter world, 

Vor awhile they stood without speaking, but it was he at length 
who broke the silence. 

~ Darling,” he said, his voice tremulous as with some deep emo- 
tion, “darling, does not the peaceful beauty of this glorious sccuo 
avaken a responsive feeling in your heart, does not-—” 

“Oh, chuck it, Enery,” broke in the fair girl wearily, “ you know 
how [ate it when you get on the eentinental track,” | 

“Forgive me, my ownest,” he said passionately, “1 wished but to 
draw a comparison between the calm loveliness around Ay 

Lut again she cut him short. “Calin loveliness be blowed!" she 
exclaimed, “It may strike 
you that way, perhaps, but 
speiking for myself, Pin get- 
ting that blessed chilly 1 shall 
chatter every tooth out of my 
‘ead dreadfully.” 

Her brutal — materialism 
seemed to pain him, but his 
voice had lost none of its 
tenderness as he cried— 
inie, my sweet, your por- 
how cruel, how thought- 
rss Of ime to detain vou 
thus, See the night dew falls 
heavy upon the grasa, each 
Dade is glistening in the 
silver moonlight with the 
fairies’ nectar-—.” 

“Oh, don’t talk of it,” she 
interrupted, “Vd swop all 
the nectar that was ever 
heewed for just one hot strong 
ziisso’ rum and water to keep the chill out of me, that TE would.” 

Ie sighed deeply.“ Darling,” he exclaimed, “you are not your- 
~ lt to-night, you are ill, my words distress you, I fear.” 

“Right for once, 'Enery,” she said. “Right for once. If ever 
anvone had the complete pip you've give it me to-night with your 
essed jaw! And look ‘ere, 'Enery, if you really want to stand 
achance of leading me to the altar, do, for goodness rake, try and 
harn to gaze at a field of mangolds in the moonlight without 
spouting a lot of Colney Hatch chatter.” " 

Awl the Spirit of Romance wrung his hands in anguish and 
spread his pinions for tlight. 

———_— 


A REPLY. 


SEVERAL correspondents have written up during the last two or 
three years to inquire the best way to train for a prolonged fast, 
and after numerous experiments we have come to the conclusion 
that those anxious to go in for professional fasters had best com- 
mence with an apprenticeship to comic journalism, after which 
they ought to be ina fit and proper condition fora year or two of 
bectry writing, and if they survive that,a forty days’ fast ought 
tocome very easy to them, 

—_———_.————— 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 2.—THE CRITERION GIRL, 
THEY idolized, in 
the olden dave, 
A god they called 
{yperion: 
’T was he who caused 
the sun to blaze, 
But the brightness 
of his moonday 


rays 
Could ne'er com- 


pete 
With the smile so 
sweet 
Of the girl at the 
gay “Criterion.” 
The gallant when, 
in olden days, 
His soul had waxed 
weary ‘un, 
Would in the vast 
palestra laze, 
And at the wrigg- 
ling wrestlers 
gaze; 
Tut the modern 


—_——— 


= renewed 
by the girl at the gay “Criterion.” 
The maid whose charms, in olden days. 

Shone bright through night’s Cimmerian 
Was Trojan Helen. Now we raise 
Our songs a prettier maid to praise : 

For of beanty rare 
« Criterion fair 
Is the girl at the gay “Criterion.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 
Natal, July th, 1894. 

MY Dear OLD Storer.—I'm sure, in the generosity of your 
kind old heart, you will forgive me for addressing myself to you, 
but I have known and loved you for so long now that I feel that 
you are quite an old friend, Since J left England two years ago I 

ave n working quite in the wilds, and you can't tell how 
delighted 1 was on returning to this part to meet a pal who had 
ust had a bound volume of the *HALF-HOLIDAY ” sent over to 

im from home. Together we adjourned to his house, and in 
honour of the occasion mixed ourselves some “ Unsweetened” 
cold, and thoroughly enjoved our treasure. Everybody, my pal 
tells me, is trying to borrow the volume, which makes me think 
that it's a pity you haven't got an agency of some sort out here. 
Well. I must not encroach any further on your valuable time, but 
with best love to Tuotsie, sign myself, Yours ever, 

H. CHERSITER. 
—_—_——— 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 


No. 266.—HE GETS COMMISSION FROM THE PIANOFORTE 
MAKERS. 
SomE weeks azo, A, SLOPER, being 
In a stony-broke condition, 
To his better-half spake thusly : “Secing 
That [ama great musician, 
T had better earn some junks of brass 
By teaching music, my bonnie lass!" 


His partner loved the project well, 
And the Fossil, advertising 
His “ R.A.M.” and his © T.C.L.,” 
At once began apprisin 
Khe public that the F.0.M. 
Would at their dwellings call on them, 
And quickly teach them how to play 
Pianos in a perfect way. 


The bold advertisement was read 
By a thousand London ladies, 

And notes more fast to SLOPER sped 
Than sinners speed to Hades— 

For every where the Indies fair 
Desired to have tuition 

From ALLY SLOPER, that most rare 

7 And world-renowned musician ! 


To fifty thousand pupils SLOPER “ ganged,” 
At fifty thousand instruments he banged, 

nd thumped, and knocked, in such » monstrous way 
That rent and wrecked each poor piano lay. 
And, ere the music game a month he'd follered, 
To him came Erard, Broadwood, Brinsmead, Collard, 
And swore that he should be with diamonds decked 
For the number of pianos he had wrecked !! 


——o—_—_— 


A SAD ERROR. 

Do you.as a rule, peruse the “ Agony Column” in vour Daily, 
Tiraddlegraph of a morning? You do. Ah! then you'll remember 
having seen the following, which appeared on Monday, Tuesday, 
and Wednesday last week ; 

“POTTJIMPETERS.—If this shoukl meet the eye of William 
( Bill") Pottjimpetera, lately groom and handy man to 
H. J. Hangelconrt, Esquire, of the Sprouts, Highgate, alt 
WILL BE FORGIVEN if he returns immediately to his 
employer, who has paid damages.” 

That little “ad.” is the keystone of William Pottjimpeters's life 
error. It came about in this way : 

“When my guests arrive this evening, Bill,” said the great 
financier, Hangelcourt, who was giving a swagger party of the 
sxwaggerest description, * vou will be ted in this little hoot-room 
under the stairs to take charge of their hats and coats. You're sure 
to cop a few tips, which you can divide with Gaytors, who'll look 
after the wash-basins and towels in the lavatory ; but take the 
greatest care of the gentlemen's hats—treat ‘em just as they would 
themselves.” 

It was thundering bad luck for Pottjimpeters, but the earliest 
arrival turned up in an opera hat, and, after removing his coat, 
crushed his Gibus against his breast and handed it to William. 
“Hullo!” says Bill to himself, “this is a new wheeze. Well, I'm 
equal to it; and thirty-nine silk hats that turned up subsequently 
he concertinaed in the same fashion, It was only the fearful 
language employed by the “first to go" that night that brought a 
distant plimmering of the hideous enormity of hix blunder to 
William's wretched brain, and, no sooner did the whole of the 
awful truth stare him boldly in the eye than, making a little bundle 
of his New Testament anid a clean pair of socks, he left by the back 
door, turned his steps to the bleak north, and tled into the night 


THE HEART'S GATE. 
“Who knocks at the heart’s gate?" "1," said Sin, 
“Will you let mein! Will you let me in?" 
And I asked of the guerdon what Sin would give, 
And I learnt that thence I should surely live 
In joy and in mirth thronzh my world’s career, 
If the pleadings of Sin 1 would only hear, 
And I loved the picture, and apake to Sin: 
“Twill let thee in! I will let thee in!” 


“Who knocks at the heart's gate?" Quoth Virtue, “1. 
Will you pass me by?) Will you pass me by?" 

And I asked what boon I might hope to claim, 

If into my heart fair Virtue came ; 

And I learnt that sorrow and care and strife 

Might perchance be mine through the days of life. 
And I loathed the picture, and made reply : 

“1 will pass thee by! I will pass thee by!” 


“Who knocks at the heart’s gate?” “1.” said Doom, 
To my heart na it slept in the silent tomb. 

“Thou hast harboured Sin through thy world's career, 
And the pleading of Virtue refused to hear, 

But in life thy conscience assured thee well 

That Virtue was Heaven, and that Sin was Hell: 

So now shall eternity’s pains begin— 

Thou must Iet me in! Thou must let me in!" 


REPARTEE. 

IT was a respected resident of the balmy suburb of Lower New 
Wimblemerton, where the Local Board leaves it to the tavern keeper 
to light the local roads, and only the bold, who don’t mind landing 
ina ditch or two, venture out after the sun's gone down, And he'd 
landed at his station by the last train from town. The Bonnder’s 
Arms had long since closed, and he started out on his dark walk. 
A mile along the rvad he came upon a small boy. 

* Ulothere?” 

“All right, father. it’« me—Willie.” 

“Oh, ‘ndeed!  Wha'shouafter thistimeo'ni’? 
be boun’.” 

“No, father ; mother sent me to mect you /” 

* 


No good, I'll 


* * 7 * * 
Though still in the hospital. the voungster is, getting over his 
injuries nicely; meanwhile, counsel's opinion is that no bench 
will convict the father. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 
Doe Latin: The word “ canis.” 
CO(E)-OPERATION : Giving “ naps" in the Star. 
F1T Companion fora Stand-up Collar: A collar-stoad, 
THE First Ark-itect : The man who designed Nuah's big house. 
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THE FAMILY GHOST. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


CAPTAIN RATSBANF. having landed his cargo of jewels and his 
aba self on the islind, made his way to the cave, whieh hid 
pewn the residence of 
the crew when not 

-engaged in the active 
pursuit of their pro. 
fession ; and here he 


made himself com. /; 
fortable with the 
goods in stock, He 


overhauled the valu- 
ables, and made a 
neat selection of dia- 
monda, which he 
stitched into a money 
belt. He only took 
a few gold coins for 
immediate expenses. 
Gold weighs heavy. 
and when it is alleged 
that a hero in a novel 
walks calmly away 
with a nugget of the 
metal worth two 
hundred thousand 
pounds, the statement 
should be looked on 
as a kind of diver- 
ence from the truth. 
use A Nugget of 

that value would want 
® waggon to carry it, - 
and most novelists 
~mit the waggon, 

Captain Ratsbane chose diamonds because they were compact 
and easily carried; and then he set about arranging for his de- 
nee toa land where he could hope to lay the foundation for an 
nnocent and happy life. 

And the first of these preparations was to shave. It was a 
laborious duty, but at last it was accomplished, and Captain Rats- 
bane shaved, presented a very different appearance from Captain 
Ratsbane of the Susan, of and from nowhere. He now looked 
quite a respectable person. Then the Captain stocked a ships 
boat with a few ship's biscuits and an empty water keg, and his 
preparations complete, he daily took his stand on a lofty peak, 
which afforded him a view of a large expanse of ocean. Ships 
there were which passed along, but Captain Ratsbane allowed 
them to pass without comment. He had no desire to voyage to 
other lands than the land on which he had set his heart 3 and it 
was not till he saw a vessel evidently homeward bound for 
England, that he got into his boat, hoisted a dilapidated sai!, and 
steered to meet her. 

In due time he caught ap with the vessel which he proposed 
should be his rescuer, 
He explained that he 
was i merchant who 
had been on board the 
slnnie Maria, which 
had been lost with all 
hands except three, 
had got into a 
. The story was 
the truth, with but one 
or two embellishing 
lies. The Annie Maria 
had been a vessel 
which the Susan had 
dealt with only a few 
weeks before, and had 
undoubtedly been lost 
with all hands, Then 
Captain Ratsbane 
snentioned that the 
other two men had 
gone mad after being 
on board the boat for 

5 n week, and had 
wedge jumped overboard, 
The tale was per- 


A laborious daty. 


z eel feetly satisfactory, 
more particularly 
Stecred to mect her. when Mr. Ratsbane 


showed that he had 
enough gold coins with him to defray the expense of a passage. 
He was thus warmly welcomed, and when he further proved that 
he was willing to lose some money ina gentlemanly and pleasant 
way at cards, he was doubly welcome by the captain and chiet 
mate. The voyage was a prosperous one in all respects, and when 
Mr. Ratsbane departed for the shore at Plymouth, the crew, to 
whom he had donated five gold picces to drink his health, gave 
him three cheers, and musical honours. 

Within a fortnight, Mr. Ratsbane had sold some of his diamonds 
and had purchased a smart little schooner, and with a crew of 
half a dozen men, he sailed for the lonely island where the pirate 
crew's valuables were stored. Here the schooner was speedily 
loaded up and returned to England to discharge. The vessel pro- 
ceeded on a second voyage to the island, this time without Mr. 
Ratsbane on board. The crew were not anxious to have him, 
because they proposed that the next cargo should belong to them- 
selvia, Mr. Ratsbane also was not anxious to go, ause he 
didn’t have faith that there was any more valuables on the island. 
aud further, because he had prepared a nice litle surprise in the 


TIcasant game at cards. 


she-e of an ingenious machine, which would strike a light in 
% powder barrel after the ship had been tive days at sea, and 
ructions would ensue, 

It probably struck a light, for the vessel was never afterwards 
heard of. 

And Captain Rat-bane thus proceeds to enter the ranks of 
respectability. 


(Zu be continucd neat weed.) 


eterna teen ener 
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« ” 
THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. MUSIC HATH CHARMS. 


Nellie and Ethel. Ob, Mr. Snappechott ! will you take 
us in our new bathing costume ? 

Mr, Snappschott, Vell, my tears, T am afraid you 
must excuse me; my vife develops all my blates. 


No. 378—-Mu. WILLIAM BADUBLEY, F.U.4. 


“Though [omewst of an overweening molesty, sincerely 
trust that the hero of this week's sketch will for us for 
thus placing his likeness before the public. Every one who 
knows anything of tennis has heard of William Baddeley, though 
we douvt not there are scores of thousands who knows not what f . 
manuver of man he ia, Gaze, then, upon the handsome features, 7 

which our artist his sv ably delineated : mark well the lithe Chaffeutter ( Barmaid has reluctantly eft her Johnny 
active ant posting psa twig bi keen e3e, ar fine As aoe Cora. Perhaps you have no soul for music, Colonel ? to reid him). My ior young HAN fray parton 
arm. Vell, indeed, is our hero physical tted te bear the : respawsing on your valuable time, last train 
honours of the Championship. William only wave promise of Colonet Blufer. Haven't 1, though, my dear young lady. I wish you could hear the opinion of the last organ- now coming in must be my excuse for such an un- 
his abilities, and the very first word he is reportel to have grinder I kicked, He thought it a wonderfully hard sole. pardonable liberty. Scotch, please. 

uttered was “deuce.” At two, he coyhi knock his nurse iutu 

a cocked hat at battledore and shutQecock ; whilst at six, he 


could owe thirty and beat anyoue inthe village. By the advice A PARDON ABLE MISTAKE AFTER ALL. 


of A. SLOPER, who accidently witnessed his prowess, William 
went in for tennis in carnest, awl the iklewel was a 
prowl man when his prof‘ge triumphantly won himself cham- 
pionship hovours. Chietly because he knows how to handle the 
racquet he was created F.O.5., awl the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presente! to him Ausust 9th, 1892." —Debrett dinproved. 


“Blimey, Lill! wot's up? Have you hwl too much sherict, or 
got a job scaring crows ?” 


(1) In the dusk of a chill autamn evening a mysterious figure might have been late to fly.—(4) Brought to bay at last, the desperate sovial reformer turued upoi 
observed wendiny its way, by unfrequented streets, towards an unknown gaol, "Twas his pursuer, with an expression scarcely human, and raised aloft the fatal bomb.-—- 
Patrick O'Slauzhter— not only the handsomest, but also the most determined member (5) Which, as usual, explode! prematurely, with the accustomed result to the thrower 
of the “United Fenian Anarchists "—bent on a deel of glory, to rival that of the © —(6) “Solfermo!” gasped the Count Sapulio de Spermaccti, as he gazed upon the 
sainted Santo.—(2) Lut, soft ! a footstep! Coull he be dogged ?——(3) Apparently smoking ruins, “That serva me righta for trying to steal some other nobleman s 
be could: and by an artfully-disguised member of the detective force. It wastoo monkey!” ‘Tis thus the world misunderstauds its yreatest ones. 


AT PADOINGTON. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. A CANDIED AP-PEEL. 


“All riht, G: Arris, now I'll tell your mother o’ you !” 
“You will?” “Yu, I wilh?” “Take you all yer time—she's 
stone deaf!” 


= ye } m8 


Poor Billy fairly went dotty over this tartict. 


She promised to be a dear sister to him, bat “Twich ven would give me a recetpt for thr: a : 
Wire, Ole! that horrel whasthinge t the Honourable hast any use for sisters. cake, Mis. Bouncer.” “Certainly, Mr. Be cnt ! 
“I'm so sorry it’s not a better proeent, but f was very tired Husband, Vetter ack the rathway company to censure Toor Pilly! He must have lost two stone, at don’t von think a receipt for your last quarters '" 


when I bought it.” “Tired af it, L suppose you mean, Auntie,” Mrs. Shaw to whistle for you! lenet, When he fond out it was hopeless. wouki do intel?" 
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